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of saintliness and good deeds.    Her saintly teachings show me the
way to eternal peace.    Amen, Amen, Amen !

SCENE 5

THE SAME

Enter PADUMA and PRINCESS.

PRINCESS. The lord of my brow, who gave me new life on the
sun-kindled fires of sand, who gave me new birth, master of my
gratitude! When coming with you through the blue-brown forest, I
saw that high hill, and I prayed to the guardian-god that lives in the
glass and golden palace which hangs midway between the hill-top
and the sky. My mind met the spirit, I imagined I saw him. And I
made a prayer to him to save us, and I said on oath that if we should
be saved, I would make homage to him, with offerings of lovely wild
flowers, on his many-towered hill-palace. Your little maiden's pro-
mise ought now to be fulfilled. The time is most suitable. Lord of
my brow, let us climb the hill in laughter and in play, and I will
pray to the spirit on the hill-top.

PADUMA. Lady beside whom pearls become dazed and dim,
woman who has not even an iota of fault, my sweet-smelling, pretty
rose 1 You are speaking childish-chatter. Your imagination makes you
think that you owe it all to the spirit. Do not have pagan ideas. You
must realize that it was only our luck that saved us from death, you
can see clearly that it was only our good fortune that rescued us.
Consider how our brothers and sisters died. Take a moral from their
fate, believe only in the religion, act only according to it. Our fortune
is exceptionally good, but we have only Karma to thank, and we owe
no gratitude to pagan gods. Resist your desire, and let us not go to
the hill.

PRINCESS. My man of great glory, you must not forget past
kindness, you must not cancel our gratitude to him, by an appeal to
fate. Even a stupid god, a minor god, a wandering god, has some
power, and he can supplement both good and bad luck. You give me
religious arguments, but I am bigoted in my beliefs. Moreover, I
cannot resist my imagination. Maybe the spirit is powerless, but
some harm is sure to come if I do not make homage to him, for my
mind will become distressed with imagined fear. I know I am
going against the wishes of my royal consort, but I cannot help it- I
must go, I must go. Please come with me* beloved.             [Exeunt.}